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For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE DEACON’S SON. 

Th a small town in the western part of Connecti- 
cut, dwelt Deacon B. a man of eminent piety, who 
walked in all the ordinances of the Lord blameless. 
His moral integrity, his humility and excellence of 
character, were proverbial even among the enemies 
of religion. And if they had any disputes to settle 
of any wrongs to redress, for many miles round, 
Deacon B.-Was sure to be called upon to act as um- 
pire, for lawyers were not*very plenty in the town 
of H , and such veneration was paid to his un- 
biassed judgment, that whatever decision he gave 
was always right in the opinion of all parties. He 
was'in fact, a kind of ruler among them, and al- 
thoughgthey were blest with a very worthy pastor, 
yet 2 | affairs out of the pulpit, except on wed- 
ding funeral occasions, Deacon B. was much 
preferred, for he entered into all their little sympa- 
thies, and listened to all their long stories, with a 
patience and complacency peculiarly his own. 

He’ was moreover a praying man—and when the 
revival Commenced in the spring of )807, it was by 
many ascribed tothe prayers of Deacon B. Three 
months — to that happy event, he appointed 
a prayer meeting at his own house, and then it was 
extended around the neighborhood, and whether it 
was attended by many or by few, every Thursday, 
evening was sare to find Deaton B. at his post. 
But the people grew weary at length, and “ began 
' with-one consent to make excuse.’’ With one it 
was inconvenient to have the prayer meeting at his 
own house, and with another it was inconvenient to 
attend at his neighbor’s, ‘one was engaged with 





his farm, and another with his merchandize,” 86) 


that Deacon B. was left alone, except by a few 
“mothers in Israel,” who assembled regularly every 
Thursday evening at Deacon B.’s house, to pray for 
a revival of religion. What will not faith and prayer 
accomplish? A revival commenced. The young 
were deeply engaged—the middle aged began to in- 
quire, and the aged “searched the Scriptures to 
see if these things were so.” Meetings were held 
every day in the week, and every evening witness- 
ed the assembiing of themselves together. Numbers 
were born ina day, while others were groaning un- 
der the burthen of sin and death. I was thena 
child of twelve years old, and lived in a neighbor- 
‘ng town. The sweet influence ‘spread until it 
reached G——, where’I then resided, and if ever I 
experienced the new birth I trust it was in the time 
of thatrevival. O how precious, though years have 
intervened, is the recollection of that season! How 
sweet is the remembrance of that blest hour when 
pedée and pardon are first administered to the sin- 
sick soul! What rejoicings are then heard among 
the angelic choir! Saints and angels and glorified 
spirits echo pious anthems, and all heaven is filled 
with the Great Redeemer’s praise.— There is 
greater joy in heaven over one sinner that repent- 
eth, than over ninety and nine just persons which 
need no repentance.” There’ was great joy and 
tejoicing in the town of H But in one house 
there 'was sadness. The pious, the humble Dea- 
con B. had an only son, and that son though only 
fifteen years old, was a scoffer at religion! Yes, 
my dear young reader! | Notwithstanding his tender 
years, and the tenderness and care with which he 
had been educated, he scrupled not to display his 
opposition to God and goodness on all occasions,— 
He called his father an old hypocfte—and his mo- 
ther he reviled with the most opprobrious epithets. 
He absented himself at family warship morning and 

















evening, and when his parents remonstrated with 
him in the kindest manner for such acts of impiety, 
he replied in the most profane and abusive language. 

One evening their friends and neighbors had as- 
sembled at the request of Deacon B. for the express 
purpose of making hia; the subject of their prayers. 


His mother felt it to be her duty to apprise him of | 


their intention and also beg of him to stay at home 
and form one of their number. But he feft the house 
in the most violent rage just as the people began to 
assemble to pray for him. ’ 

Their beloved pastor was present. He commen- 
ced by reading the beautifu) and pathetic parable 
of the prodigal son. The hymn was sung 

* Pil go and with a mournful tongue 
*¢ Fall down before hi face, 

*¢ Father I’ve done thy juatice wrong 
** Nor scarce deserve thy grace.” 


And then he addressed the throne of Grace in be- 
half of one so young and yet so rebellious.—But 
what was the dismay of allpresent when in the midst 
of their supplication rhe anhappy subject of their 
petition was brought in, epparently dead! He had 
been found in the street by a traveller, who on 
making it known at the nearest house, was assisted 
in conveying him home. A physician was called 
in, who gave it as his opinion, that he had most 
probably fallen in a fit, and had afterwards been 
run over by a loaded wagon, as his leg was terribly 
broken and mangled—his countenance dreadfully 
distorted+—and ‘lie ‘had besides bled at the mouth. 
Every necesgary restorative was administered, and 
at Jength he opened his eyes, and revived to reason 
and reflection. 

A surgeon from the next town was sent for, and 
the broken limb was set. He bore the operation 
with much fortitude, and for several days was silent 
and thoughtful. When asuitable opportunity offer- 
ed, his father spoke to him on the subject of reli- 
gion, and the manifold goodness of God so striking- 
ly apparent in his recent escape from death. ‘‘What 
my son,” said he, ‘‘ would have been your condi- 
tion, had you been called that night to meet your 
Judge ?” 

The son was silent but was evidently affected. 

The utmost tenderness and compassion were 
evinced by their good pastor and pious neighbors. 
They all hoped that judgment and mercy so strik- 
ingly blended would lead him to the foot of the 
cross. His parents too, derived mach congolation 
from his present subdued state of feeling, and ceased 
not, day and night to implore the mercy of heaven 
on their beloved son. It was judged most fit, How- 
ever, not to harrass him with questions and exhor- 
tations in his present feeble state of body ; but as he 
discovered no opposition, family worship was con- 
ducted morning and evening in the patient’s room. 
About two weeks after the fatal night, he expressed 
a wish to see his father and their pastor alone. The 
request was granted immediately. He acknowl- 
edged his past transgressions with many tears and 
promises of future amendment, and implored them 
to continue their prayers in his behalf. ‘1 have 
been a dreadful sinner,” said he, ‘‘ but if my life is 
spared, I will make amends to my much injured pa- 
rents and friends, by a life devoted to the service of 
my compassionate Redeemer.” Their conversa- 
tion was long and interesting, and every way cal- 
culated to lead them to hope that a work of grace 
was begun in his heart. 

Youth, and a good constitution, together with the 
skill and attention of his physician and nurse, did 
much for him. The broken limb healed apace. At 
the end of four weeks he was able to sit up, and 
before the close of six weeks he began to walk a 
little with the aid of crutches. 


But how shall: 


I proceed with my narrative? or how find words to 
say that inthis short space of time he forgot his 
promises and resolutions of amendment, and began 
as his health and strength increased, to evince an 
increased aversion not only to religion but to all its 
professing people. . He was if possible more open 
and profane in his impiety than before. The heart 
| of his afflicted father almost died within him. ‘Sure- 

ly,” he exclaimed, ‘ there is no sorrow like that of 
having an undutifu a son.” His mother 
hid her grief jpgher own bosom, except when in 
secret she ventaged to pour it into the bosom of her 
God. But a change was near—an unexpected 
change.—The proud rebellious gheart which spurns 
at offered mercy in the mild and gentle voice of 
love, is oft-times won by judgments dark and ter- 
rible. 

How great! How unspeakably glorious is that 
love and mercy which determines to save the sinner 
against his will! Multitudes of ransomed suuls now 
in the realms of bliss, are doubtless praising the 
chastising rod which drove them home to glory.— 
Among this number is The Deacon's Son.’ 

In walking across the floor of his chamber, his 
crutch slipped—he fell ; and the newly healed bones 
of the Jeg were broken again in the same fplice as 
before.—When the shocking intelligence reached 
his father, he returned thanks to God with true fer- 
vency of soul. 

The surgeon was again called in, and the limb 
was set again. Every kindness and attention was 
again administered, but the shock was more thar 
his nervous system could sustain, enfeebled as it 
had become from his late sufferings. ‘The weather 
too had now become excessively warm—it being 
mid-summer. 

He lingered about eight or nine weeks with a fe- 
verish hectic excitement, accompanied hy a grad- 
ual sinking, and then expired. But from the mo- 
ment of hispfall, his pride was crushed—his stub- 
born and revellious spirit was broken down. He 
retained his reason to the last gmoment, and died 
exulting in the mercy and goodfpss of God, which 
through the merits of a crucified Saviour, had ex- 
tended peace and pardon toso guilty a sinner. His 
parents and friends mourned for him not as those 
without hope.—And to this day is the pious, the 
venerable Deacon B., now tottering under the 
weight of years and infirmity, often heard to relate 
the story of his gon’s conversion and death, witha 
benignity of countenance and manner, that speaks 
his entire submission to the will of God. S******- 
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From the. Youth's. Friend. 
"WHAT GOD SAID OF CALEB. 

The people of Canaan had become so very wick- 
ed, that God determined to cast them out of the 
land, and to give it to tae children of Israel. And 
the Lord directed Moses to send some of them to 
see whether the inhabitants of the country were 
“* strong or weak, few or many,” and whether the 
land was good or bad, and to bring of its fruit. And 
they who went on thiserrand came to the brook of 
Eshcol, and cut down a branch from some beautiful 
vines that they found there, on which was a single 
“cluster of grapes, and they bare it between two 
upon a staff ;” it was so fine and large that one man 
could not, well carry it. 

But though the land was “ emery | good,” yet” 
ail but Caleb and Joshua brought up a bad report of 
it. ‘This was very wicked of them; because what 
they said was not true. ; ee 

Thesgreat God, therefore, was much displeased : 
and he said that none of them should live to enter 
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into Canaan: and so they all died in the wilder-' 


ness, God’s word of promise, or of threatening, 
cannot fail. 

But God was pleased with Caleb, and he called; 
him his servant. 

And God said of Caleb, that he had a better spirit 
than that of the men who went with him to survey 
' the land of Canaan. And traly this was the case. 
They wished that they had died in Egypt; and they 
even proposed to choose a captain, and to return 
again into abject slavery. Their spirit was very 
mean and grovelling; that of Caleb was noble. 
When he heard what they said, he rebuked them: 
and, to show his grief and indignation, he rent his 
clothes, He could not think, even for a moment, 
of going back into Ezypt. He was determined to 
march into Canaan ; his heart wasthere already,and 
he himself, in divine strength, resolved to go thither, 
as soon as he was able. 

The spirit of the people who went with Caleb 
was an unbelieving oe Gof had promised, that 
he would give them “ lan ing with milk 
and honey ;” but they did not be that he could 
or would do as he had promised ; and so God would 
not permit them to gnter into it, on account of their 
unbelief, But Caleb's spirit was another spirit ; he 
believed that God would do all which he had promis- 
ed. And still there are people who do not believe 
God’s word. They do not believe that sin is so 
great an evil, that they are exposed to the danger 
of being lost for ever on account of it; that the soul 
is worth more than the whole world; that the 
favor of God is the one thing infinitely needful ; 
and that it can be obtained only by fervent prayer, 
through the merits of Christ. But the spirit whieh 
animates the good man is another, a better spirit,— 
a spirit of faith; he believes, that things are, and 
that they will be, just as God has declared in his 
holy word. 

The people who went with Caleb were of a fear- 
ful spirit,—-they were alarmed at the stature of the 
inhabitants, because they saw some among them who 
were giants: and they despaired of taking the 
towns, because the walls were so high,—as if the 
almighty God could not, with ease, remove every 
obstacle. But Caleb’s was a courageous spirit ; he 
said, ‘‘the Lord will bring us into the land ;” diffi- 
culties are nothing before him; at his word, the 
mountain shall sink into a plain. Even in the pres- 
ent day, many are afraid to confess Christ, and to 
take his people for their people. A trul« good man 
is of a better spirit. ,‘‘ The Lord is my light, and 
my salvation,” he exclaims ; ‘ whoin shall | fear? — 
The Lord is the stjqgth of my heart ; of whom shall 
I be afraid ?” 

But did God say any thing else of Caleb? Yes: 
he said, that he had “ followed him fully.” But 
what is it to follow the Lord fully? I will tell you. 
To follow the Lord fully, is to follow him or his 
counsel exclusively, or alone. Our hearts must not 
be divided between him and the creatures ; between 
his service and that of the world and of Satan. 
“Ye cannot,” said the Saviour, “ serve God and 
Mammon.” 

He who follows the Lord fully, follows him sin- 
eerely. ‘The hypoerite walks “in a vain show ;”— 
his feet and not his heart, follow the Lord. The 
Lord desires truth and sincerity in the inward parts. 
The faithful soul follows the Lord constantly: he is 
not one thing to day and another to-morrow. ‘“‘ If 
ye continue in my word,” said the Saviour, “‘ then 
are ye my disciples indeed!” He follows him 
universally ;—wishing to obey all the Lord’s com- 
mands; and not to attend to one, and neglect others. 
And he follows the Lord resolutely ;—determined, 
in the strength of his grace, to sacrifice every sin, 
though “‘ dear as aright hand, orarighteye.” He 
says with Joshua, ‘Choose ye whom ye will serve;” 
but I will serve Jehovah. I have counted the cost; 
and, whether men frown or smile, by the gracious 
aids of his Holy Spirit, I am fully rosolved, to “‘fol- 
tow the Lord.” 

But there was one more thing which God said 
about Caleb, which was very encouraging ; it was, 
that he would give the goodly land which he had 





promised to him and to his posterity. Amd, as he 


is always as good as his word, he did as he said he 
would. And still he isthe same. He will bring 
all those who “ follow him fully,’ to Heaven; and 
those beloved children who seek his favor, and who 
call upon his holy name for mercy in Christ Jesus, 
he will assuredly raise to the heavenly Canaan: on 
them he will confer “the inheritance incorrupti- 
ble, undefiled and that fadeth not away.” O my 
dear young friends,—let me entreat, let me beseech, 
let me urge you, by every solemn, by every endearing 
motive, to seek, without delay, after this infinite felici- 
ty. It isthe constant, the earliest, the affectionate 
prayer of your dear parents and teachers, that the 
gracious God may indeed give you, in early life the 
spirit of Caleb, And say, shall it not, beloved youth! 
be your prayer also? 
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& For the Youth's Companion. 
MISS ELIZABETH HUTCHINSON. 

I will give you a slight abstract of a young female, 
estimable for native talents, and acquired knowl- 
edge ;—for amiable virtues, and ardent piety. She 
was a native of Enghnd—her name Elizabeth 
Hutchinson. She excelled in the usual branches 
of female Education, and made uncommon progress 
in the sciences of botany and zoology. Specimens 
of her ingenuity in these pursuits, are still preserv- 
ed, which would not disgrace a professor. But still 
higher objects engaged her attention, and ennobled 
and sanctified every inferior attainmeat. At the 
age of fourteen she became deeply awakened, and 
sincerely pious, and from that period the extraordi- 
nary vigor and improvement of her intellect may be 
dated. She strongly exemplified that real piety, far 
from debasing or contracting the mental powers, is 
adapted to enlarge and elevate them—to call them 
into action, and consecrate them to their proper 
use. Her inquiries on the subject of religion were 
inarked by peculiar earnestness ;—and her life was 
regulated by aconstantly active and divine principle. 
She was much in retirement, in the examination of 
her own heart, and the study of the Scriptures. 
That she might understand them in their literal 
sense, and draw {rom the fountain head, she applied 
herself to the siudy of the Hebrew language, and 
soon read it with an ease and critical discernment 
which would do houor to the sacred profession. 
Such was her facility and delight in this study, that 
atthe age of 16, she abridged the Hebrew Gram- 
mar and Lexicon of Parkhurst, and during the last 
six months of her illness, wrote a large Grammar 
and Praxis of that language, which notwithstand- 
ing her debility she executed entirely herself, in a 
style of superior aceuracy and beauty. ‘T'hese she 
presented to her parents, as testimonies of her filial 
affection. Her extraordinary attainments were ac- 
companied by no affected superiority ;—in compa- 
ny she listened with modest silence, discriminated 
with judgment, and treasured whatever was valua- 
ble. But the most prominent feature in her char- 
acter was piety —not heartless and formal, but warm 
active and evangelical. Her letters breathed its 
spirit, and her life was a comment upon them. She 
considered the sermons of President Edwards, as 
first instrumental in awakening and convicting her 
mind, and * she had,” said her minister, ‘* more 
deep views of sin, and a more entire sense of her 
personal demerit before God, than is scarcely 
ever witnessed in @ young person of such amiable 
qualities.” 

She was called in youth, to pass from time to 
eternity, but her removal was not sudden. For 
more than two years she lay in the furnace of af- 
fliction and pain, but He who loved her, and gave 
himself for her, sat by asa refiner. ‘1 am quite 
willing, quite ready to die,” said she “‘ for to me to 
die is gain. I know whom I have. believed, and 
am persuaded that he is able to keep what I have 
committed to Him against that day.”—She often 
said to the servants who attended her—‘‘I have no 
dependence on any thing I have done; all the 
ground of my hope is in Christ, who hath done all 
things for me.” When asked by her minister— 
“Ts thera any subject, or view of truth, whieh in 


muneed 


your present circumstances, particularly impresses 
your mind, and which you would wish me to recom. 
mend to the congregaiion ?’—she answered, after 
a short pause with inexpressible composure—* the 
Saithfulness of God.” \mmediately after he retired 
she repeated the words ‘* Lacked ye any thing ag 
adding with ineffable sweetness of countenance— 
‘nothing—nothing,’ and expressing at the same 
time a wish, that this might be the textof her funes. 
al sermon. She then arranged her temporal con- 
cerns, and gave directions for her funeral, speaki 
of death as if she had been going a journey. In 
mentioning that her corpse would be carried to the 
church, when her funeral sermon was preached, she 
said—* Well, this poor body will once more go in- 
to the house of God.” After a short interval she 
added, ‘I can now resign you all. I am going to 
glory. Do you not wish to join me there? “We 
shall shortly meet again, for Jesus is in us the hope 
of glory.”—** Dp you not wish once more to see 
your brother?” asked one—for ha»was at a dis- 
tance, and had been written to of her dangerous 
situation. ‘I should be happy to see him: butif 
not, shall be still happiers—for tell bim that I shall 
then be complete in Christ.” So strong was her 
desire to depart, that on recovering from a faint 
turn, she said with tears, ‘‘ This has been the great- 
est trial, that I must now think of coming back 
again.” Her rejoicing was sometimes mixed with 
doubts and darkness, but as she soon the 
time of departure, her soul was filled witl¥fsuch 
manifestations of divine love that her mortal frame 
could scarcely sustain the impression. She said 
‘1 am not in exstacies, but I cannot express how 
happy Iam. I know not what the joys of heaven 
may be, but this body can scarcely contain what I 
now feel, 

A mortal pajeness on my, cheek 

And Glory in my soul.” * 

Het brother arrived just to receive her parting 
benediction. ‘ Now I have taken leave of all,” 
said she, ‘‘ and have nothing to do but to die.” Just 
as her soul took its flightshe uttered ‘‘ [ am going.” 
‘* You are going to glory,” said a friend who bent 
over her. ‘“ Yes,” answered she ‘1 am going to 
glory—I love my Jesus—lI love my Jesus !’—and 


thus expired, on the 10th-of July, 1800, in. the 2ist 
year of her age. H. 
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THE POOR FAMILY. 

In the house at the corner of the next lane, there 
lives a family that has often taken up much of my 
thoughts. Not that I am a busy body, little reader! 
but their conduct is too striking not to draw my no- 
tice. The father and master of the family is aday- 
labourer, and is crippled inonearm. Of course his 
wages are small, and whenever work is scarce, as it 
sometimes is, he is among the first that are out of 
employ. His wife, when she is well, earns some- 
thing by spinning, and doing char work ; but then 


come wpon her by exposure to the cold and wet. 
You may be sure that people like these can earn but 
little, and must live but poorly. And yet these poor 
afflicted people have four little children to support, 
to feed, to clothe, and to bring up to ‘ get theirown 
living, and do their duty in the state of life in which 
God has placed them.’ ‘Ah!’ perhaps you are think- 
ing ‘ how unhappy they must be! how hard it must 
be to struggle along, with so much misery!’ Hard 
no doubt it is, and I do not believe that flesh and 
blood alone could bear with all that, they haye suf- 
fered at one time or another. But.do not think 
that they are unhappy, my young friend! Itis 
this that has made me wonder at them. Neverdid 
I know the time when they seemed afflicted, or cast 
down by their. worldly troubles. Let, what. will 
come upon them—sickness, or want.of work, oF 
distressing accidents—all seem to be the.same to 
them; they are thankful for all, they.seem, always 
full of inward peace and joy. What secret canahey 





so much ease? What makes them differ so. great- 
ly from ather people? Isis this: they hayelesm- 


she is often lame with the rheumatism, which has . 


have that makes them get over a!l their trials.with. 
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ed a lesson that St. Paul the apostle tells us he had 
jearned— in whatever state they are,therewith to be 
content.’ ‘ But this,’ you will say, ‘is the very 
thing 1 wish to know. How did they learn that 
jesson t’ By the teaching of the Holy Spirit. They 
pave studied God’s word till they know it almost by 
peart. ‘Chey have all his promises iw their minds, 
and always ready for their comfort in whatever evil 
happens to them. ‘hey know that God’s Only 
Son has died for the salvation of their souls, and, 
as the father said the other day, ‘ Would God who 
has done so much to show his love, do any thing 
that was not for our good?’ It is belief in Jesus 
Christ, the Redeemer of the world, that has brought 
these people comfort in their poverty. Because 
they believe what he has done for them, they trust 
pis promises of what he will do; and this trust sup- 
ports them in every trouble. ‘ He hath done all 
things well—even this is for good,’ is what, in the 
words of the Bible, they say or think, whenever 
poverty and distress seem to press them down, and 
would make a person without religion completely 
miserable. 

Little reader! the time may come when you 
shall be poor and in worldly misery. If you wish 
tohave coméort in that day—if you wish to be pre- 
pared against every trouble—make yourself ac- 
quainted with the word of God. Learn early to be- 
lieve bis promises, to put your trust in his love and 
mercy, and to own his gooduess. Give yourself to 
him now, in the days of your youth and prosperity, 
and when the evil day comes he will not forsake 


you. [Children’s Mag. 
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From the Children’s Magazine. 
WHAT SHALL I WRITE ABOUT? 

“Sister Anne, give me a subject. What shall I 
write about ?” 

“ F cannot give you any that has not been written 
on before, brother :—Oh, yes, L can! write about 
Nothing.” 

“You have given me an unprofitable subject, sis- 
ter;,and yet it is as good as many that older people 
have chosen, and spent much precious time upon. 
Let’s see what I can make of it. Nothing is what 
God made the world of. Nothing is what God can- 
not see. Nothing is what God cannot do. Nothing 
‘is what we are able to do of our own power, without 
the help and leave of God. Nothing is what. the 
idle do. Nothing is just what every thing in this 
earth will be worth at the day of judgment.” 

This is a matter with which weall havea great deal 
more to do than we ought, and, perhaps, than we are 
aware. As you sat this morning with your face 
upon your hand, looking as important as if the 
world depended upon your care, do you remember 
what, when I asked, you told me you were think- 
ing of {—Nothing. When you came. to me, not 
long after, with so much news about what Mr. ——, 
our neighbor, had been doing, do you recollect 
what I assured you all that would profit you ? 
‘Nothing. Often, when, in your merry moods, you 
think play much better than your lessons, and 
tegret to leave it, what is that which older and 
wiser heads declare to you, is the fruit of play? 
Nothing. 

I have known this unlucky word made use of, 
too, ina very improper way, by more than one of 
my young acquaintance. When some idle scheme 
has been contriving, or, perhaps, some mischief 
plotting, if their parents, or some.watchful friend, 
happened to them how they were employed, 
the answer was @lways, Nothing. If left alone for 
alittle while and afterward inquired of, How they 
had spent the time? it was always sureto be, in do- 
ing. nothing. 1 want no surer proof thata child is 
growing up in evil habits and vain desires, than 
such answers give. 


But I must write more seriously, I have 


been talking as if there were really a substance— 
someting existing—called Nothing. Yow knew it 
is not so. When we speak of ‘doing: nothing’—when 
we say that ‘there is nothing’ in a place, our mean- 


‘ there is not any thing.’ Those children then, who 
make “doing nothing” a cover for mischievous or 
foolish conduct, say what is not true,—and you know 
the fate of liars. 

One word more, and I have done. The time was 
when there was no man. God made- man of the 
dust of the earth, and the earth he made by his 
power, from nothing. But now, the time will never 
come, when there shall be no man. We are made 
to live for ever; we cannot return tonothing. And 
it is by this life—the few short years that we spend 
in this world—that our condition, for ever and ever, 
will be fixed. Think of the value of those years, 
on which so much depends! Do not, I beseech 
you, live in such stupid carelessness about your im- 
mortal soul, that when you shall be asked, at the 
day of judgment, what you have done to make sure its 


eternal happiness? you shall have to answer,— 
Nothing ! 














NATURAL HISTORY. 








From thi Youth’s Friend. 
THE BAT. 

This creature, which is placed at the end of the 
list of birds called unclean, (Lev. xi. 19. Deut. 
xiv. 18.) has properties 80 uncommon, as seem to 
class it neither with beasts nor birds. It is too 
much a bird to be properly a mouse, and too much 
a mouse to be properly a bird. It is, however, 
usually classed with beasts. 

There ate many kinds of Bats; some of them, 
very violent and powerful. The common Bat, well 
known in our own country, is about the size of a 
mouse, or nearly two inches and a half in length. 
The membtanes, commonly called wings, are noth- 
ing more than an extension of the skin all round 
the body; the skin is stretched on every side, 
when the animal flies, by the four inner toes of 
the fore feet, which are very long, and serve to 
keep it spread, and direct its motions. ‘The bedy 
is covered with a short fur, of a mouse color, ting- 
ed with red; the eyes are very small, and the ears 
resemble those of a mouse. It is perfectly harm- 
less, yet generally disliked on account of its un- 
pleasant appearance, and its choice of dark, damp, 
and ruined places for its abode, and its flitting-about 
in the dusk of the evening. It sleeps away most of 
the day, even in the summer,and lies all the winter 
in a torpid state. 

‘The Bat.always gives an idea both of unclean- 
ness and desolation ; and to throw any thing to the 
Bats, is consigning it to darkness and oblivion. 
Hence it is said in the Bible, that when the Lord 
shall arise to shake the earth, those who worship 
idols, shall be-so alarmed and afraid, as to cast them 
to the moles and the bats. We spoke more fully on 
this subject, when describing the mole, [see p. 55 
of the present volume of the Companion,]} to which 
the reader is referred. 

The day is drawing near when the heathen shall 
cast away their idol-gods to be for ever forgotten, 
when: the glory of the Lord shall fill the whole 
earth, and nothing shall hurt or destroy in all the 
holy mountain of the Lord. What are you doing, 
dear youthful readers, to hasten the coming of this 
happy day? Does your heart feel for the ignorance 
and misery of the heathen? Are your hands ac- 
tive in the cause of the Lord? If not—if you are 
doing nothing for the Lord Jesus Christ ; if ydu are 
not praying that his kingdom may come in the 
earth; then have you no part of lot in this matter, 
your heart is enmity against God, and you are in 
danger of His everlasting displeasure. 
SSE 


MORALITY. 














, From the Children’s Magazine. 
THE ALMOND BLOSSOM. 

‘Dear mamma,’ said a lovely little girl to her 
mother, as they were walking together in the gar- 
den, ‘wiy do you have so few of these beautiful 
double almonds in the garden? You have hardly 
a bed where there is not a tuft of violets, and they 
are-so much plainer! what can be the reason ? 





ing is, that ‘we are not employed at . all’—that 


a bunch of each. Then I will tell you why I pre- 
fer the humble violet.’ 

The little girl ran off, and soon returned with 
a fine bunch of the beautiful almond, and a few 
violets. 

‘Smell them, my love,’ said her mother, ‘ and 
see which is the sweetest.’ 

The child smelled again and again, and could 
scarcely believe herself, that the lovely almond had 
no scent; while the plain violet hada delightful 
odour. 

* Well, my child, which is the sweetest 7’ 

‘Oh, dear mother, tt és this little violet!’ 

* Well, you know now, my child, why I prefer 
the plain violet to the beautiful almond. Beauty 
without fragrance, in flowers, is as worthless, in my 
opinion, as beauty without gentleness and good 
temper in little girls. When any of those people 
who speak without reflection may say to you, ‘ What 
charming blue eyes! What beautiful curls! What 
a fine complexion!’ without knowing whether you 
have any good qualities, and without thinking of 
your defects and failings, which every body is born 
with, remember then, my little girl, the almond 
blossom; and remember also, when your affec- 
tionate mother may not be there to tell you, that 
beauty without gentleness and good temper is worth- 
less.’ A. N. H. 


For the Youth’s Companion. 
A MOTHER’S LAST BEST HOPE. 

From a Parent, the pardon comes, before the asking. 

A lovely youth, with but one very prominent de- 
fect in his character was the subject of many a fer- 
vent prayer, and also of the following soliloquy. 

Where is my dear son now, and what is he doing? 
I should not dare to know! O that 1 could call 
him back! My Heavenly Father, wilt thou restore 
the wandering, wayward child—my earliest born, 
the only son of his mother, and she is a widow. I 
know not where his erring footsteps stray,—thon . 
knowest. Even to worms, the care of Heaven ex- 
tends. The-last news pierced me through with ma- 
ny sorrows. He had relinquished his employment 
at the office, and seemed bent only on sordid pleas- 
ure. But all my hopes have not fled; many pa- 
rents have had occasion to say, My son was dead, 
but is alive again, was lost but is found. My boy 
was for a long time my brightest star, and he may 
yet be my crown of rejoicing. Could I but see 
him, I would in one word, tell him of my love and 
forgiveness. I would tell him the enemy of his 
soul was determined to destroy him, fur time and 
eternity, butthe Lord Almighty was willing to res- 
cue those, whe placed their dependence on him. I 
would intreat him to consider the infinite power of 
his Saviour, who died that the chief of sinners 
might besaved. I would gently remind him of his 
blessed words,—‘* Come unto me, and I will give 
you rest” from all your sins. I would follow him 
to his bed-side, and there bend my feeble body,and 
raise my feeble voice in prayer. If God would not 
spurn me his unworthy child from his presence, the 
child would not, could not, despise the supplications 
of his mother—and while his head was resting oa' 
the downy pillow, and the parent agonizing with 
groanings which could not be uttered, would his 
ear be heavy, and could his heart be hard? The 
Lord reigns, and he will have mercy, on whom he 
will have mercy. This is a mother’s last, best 
hope. 


—ee— 
. For the Youth’s Companion. 
HOW OLD ART THOU ?—Biscx. 

‘* When stiall I bé five years old?” said a bloom- 
ing little boy. ‘* Next July,” replied the mother. 
“You mean, if I live, Mamma,” continued her 
child. This admonition from one 80 young, God 
enforced by his unexpected death, before the anni- 
vergary arrived. 

Reader, how old art thou? and when will thy’ 
birth day come? How many of thy golden sands 
are gone, and how many more remain of thy three 
score andten? You mean if I live, said the dear 





“My dear ‘child,’ said the mother, ‘ gather me 


departed child. Thus far, but no farther might 
his little bark adventure in this world, though 
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still borne én a stream which is to bear him on for- 
ever, 

Wishing in vain for some likeness of the child, 
#0 suddenly removed. from my sight, I have reflect- 
ed, that each and every individual, of us is drawing 
his own portrait—each day, he is adding some fresh 
touches to the canvass, which at death will be hung 
up, for exhibition, before the assembled universe. 
Here thoughts are as pencils, and actions as indel- 
lible paints. With such pictures, there should be 
no trifling, no careless strokes—as no dark line of 
defect, can be obliterated without power divine, 
without the washing of regeneration, and the blood 
of the adorable Lamb. 








ENITORIAL. 


——SSooSEo 


RELIGIOUS CHEROKEE BOY, 

The following letter was written to the junior 
editor of the Companion by a young Cherokee boy 
at Brainerd, and sent to us by histeacher. It is in 
a very fair and neat hand, such as few English lads 
of twelve or fifteen years can write. The expres- 
sions are his own, and will show that the language 
he is using is not his native tongue; but it also 
shows that he has studied the English faithfully and 
successfully. We havealtered nothing, except the 
punctuation in a few instances. 

Brainerd, C. Nation, July 23, 1829. 

Rev. anp Dear Sir,—lI suppose you will like 
very much to see a letter from a Cherokee boy at 
Brainerd. Iam atschool here learning Geography, 
Arithmetic, and writing. My mother is living fif- 
teen miles from tnis place. I have often read in 
the Youth’s Companions, and find in them very good 
stories, and sometimes I complain because | can’t 
understand the long words. Perhaps you wish to 
know whether I am a religious boy or not. When 
IT saw and felt it how wicked I was lately, I did not 
put it off, but kept on till I thought I had found 
Him. When the Spirit of the Lord was about me, 
I did not go to bed when my schoolmates did, but 
I went away and prayed tothe Saviour till the cock 
crowing. It was very cold and it was last winter. 
But I did not find him that night; and the next day 
after that, I went in the morning and did not come 
back till the evening, and at that time I thought I 
found the Saviour. And now I hope I love the 
Saviour and am living in peace. In May, I wasre- 
ceived to the Church. I thought it was my duty 
to do it. I did not feel ashamed to go and stand 
before the people ; but I said in my heart, Know 
ye, all people, that I mean to follow Jesus and to 
do what he has told me. 

Iam, Dear Sir, respectfully, 
your young Cherokee friend, W— R—~. 


The teacher of this boy expresses great interest 
in her school of Cherokee children, gathered from 
the forest and the chase, and trained in the knowl- 
of Jesus Christ; some of whom give cheering evi- 
dence of being children of the light and fellow citi- 
zens with the saints. She also appears very grate- 
ful for the Companion, as being very useful to the 
children, and even to adults. She remarks, “ Itis 
a pleasant, instructive and delightful companion to 
many youth and children here. It is read too by 
[grown] persons in this nation, more than any oth- 
er paper which reachesus. The reason is obvious; 
it is better suited to the capacity of our readers.” 
It is a great comfort to us, that our feeble labors are 
blest to any of our fellow men; and especially that 
though we shall never go beyond the Alleghany 
mountains, our little paper can travel there, and 
convey a few rays of gospel light t6 the neglected 
and benighted Cherokees. We hope to meet some 
of them at the right hand of the Judge in the great 
day, as those that have been awakened and saved 
by our means. If sucha privilege shall be ours, 
Christ will have all the glory. 

“Perhaps you will wish to know,” says W, 
R. “ whether I am a religious boy or not.” Tru- 
ly we did so. There was nothing about him we 
so much wanted to know. It is true, we should be 
glad to set our eyes on his Indian features, and the 
erect form of that noble race; also to witness the 








athletic exercises. We should like to attend an ex- 
amination of the school, and hear him in ‘* Arithme- 
tic, aud Geography,” and readinz; his writing we 
have already seen. We should like to see how 
much he has learned about work, and how indus- 
triously and cheerfully he labors for his benefac- 
tors. We should like to know whether he is a 
pleasant boy among his schoolfellows, and obedient 
and respectful to his teachers. It would give us 
satisfaction to be informed whether he has any 
brother or sister in the mission family and school ; 
and how much he thinks of his parents “ fifteen 
miles” from Brainerd, and whether he wishes them 
to partake as far as possible of the same privile- 
ges that he does himself. Still the little boy judged 
right, that we wanted “to know whether he was 
religious,” first of all and more than all. For “‘wis- 
dom” from. above “is the principal thing ;” and 
if he ‘should gain the whole world, and lose his 
own soul, it would profithim nothing.” Ifthe mis- 
sionaries could give him all America, yea, ‘all 
the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them,” 
and he should Jive and die a sinner, what would 
the poor Cherokee “ give in exchange for his soul?” 
We are glad therefore that he has given his teach- 
ers reason to believe that he is born again, and we 
trust he is not deceived. We hope that he will not 
fall from his stedfastness ; but grow in grace, watch 
unto prayer, fight the good fight of faith, be useful 
in his day and generation, and lay hold on eter- 
nal life. 

There are also many lads in happy New-Eng- 
land, and in other parts of the United States, about 
whom we should like toknow “ whether they are 
religious boys.” They read our paper, and have 
many other ways of knowing about Christ and the 
things of religion; but many can have great light, 
and many instructions and warnings, and yet not 
be religious. But without religion all their bles- 
sings will avail them nothing. May every child 
who reads these pages inquire, Am J ‘a religious 
child?” Am J, like the Cherokee lad, seeking 
my Saviour in humble and earnest prayer? Have 
J also reason to believe that I have ‘ found him,” 
and am I inclined to take his yoke upon me and 
serve him? CanI say to my young friends and 
associates, and to“‘all the peuple, in my heart, 
Know, all ye people, that I mean to follow Jesus, 


and do what he has told me ?”—We hope that very | 


many will follow this good example; and that the 
Cherokee lad may not rise up in the judgment 
aguinst any of us to condemn us. 








MISCELLANY. 








EVENNESS OF TEMPER, 

Madame Neckar relates the following anecdote 
of M. Abauret, a philosopher of Geneva:—It is 
said of him that he had never been out of temper ; 
some persons, by means of his female servant, were 
determined to put him to this proof. The woman 
in question stated that she had been his servant for 
thirty years, and she protested that during that time 
she had never seen him ina passion. They prom- 
sed her a sum of money if she would endeavor to 
make him angry; she consented, and knowing that 
he was particularly fond of having his bed well 
made, she on the day appointed, neglected to make 
it. M. Abauret observed it, and the next morning 
made the observation to her; she answered that 
she had forgotten it; she said nothing more, but on 
the same evening she again neglected to make the 
bed; the same observation was made on the mot- 
row by the philosopher, and she again made some 
excuse ia a cooler manner than before, On the 
third day he said to her, ‘‘ You have not yet made 
my bed; you have apparently come to some resolu- 
tion on the subject, as you probably found that it 
fatigued you. . But after all, it is ofno great conse-” 
quence, as I begin to accustom myself to it as it is.” 
She threw herself at his feet, and avowed all to 
him. Youth’s Instructer. 

oe 

Prompt Answers.—At an anniversary meeting of 
the London Sunday School Union, the Rev. S. 


————————— 


on the subject—“ Thy will be done on earth ag it 
is done in Heaven’’—the following were the Prt 
tions and answers:—What is to be done? The 
will ofGod. Where is it to be done? On earth 
How is it to be done? Asit isin Heaven. yo, 
do you think the angels do the will of Gog in 
Heaven, as they are our pattern? The first yo. 
plied “They do it immediately.” The seconq 
“They do it actively.” The third, “They do jt 


‘unitedly.” Here a pause ensued, and no othe; 


child appeared to have any answer ; but after some 
time a little girl arose and said, ‘‘ Why, sir, they 
do it without asking any questions.” 
 e- 
Mazims.—A good mind is unwilling to give 
pain to man or beast. . 
Believe nothing against another, but upon good 
authority ; nor report what may hurt another, unless 
it be a greater hurt to others to conceal it. 
Gaming, is the child of avarice, but parent of 
prodigality. , 
Discontent often nourishes passions, equally ma- 
lignant in the cottage and in the palace. 
‘A life of pleasure and dissipation is an enemy to 
health, fortune and character. 
If there is any person to whom you feel a dis. 
like, that is the person of whom you ought never to 
speak. 











POETRY. 








MORNING. 
The misty dawn away hath roll’d ; 
The birds are soaring high, ' 
And lo! a ray of liquid gold 
Darts from the eastérn sky. 
What shall I say in this blest hour, 
While tides of mercy flow ? 
What shall I render to that Power 
Whose hand supports me so ? 
Oh! raise my grateful thoughts above, 
Where holy bands adore ; 
Nouglhit ean I render for thy love, 
Save this request for more. H. 


[* Evenine,” by the same writer as the above, we ae 
unable to publish, (as part of the copy has been accidentally, 
destroyed) unless the author can oblige us with another copy. 


—SIma— 
From the Old Coleny Memorial. 
THE OCEAN BIRD. 
STRANGER. 
’ Whither thy wand’rings, 


Darting so swiftly 

On the wings of the wind? 
Loosen thy pinions, 

Stay but a moment, 
Tell me the object 

You’re eager to find. 


Birp. 
Oh stay me not, stranger, 
1’m hound to my home, 
My offepring are sereaming, 
So long do I roam. 
Oh stay me not, stranger, 
I fancy their cry, 
Is borne on the wild blast 
That whistles on high. 
STRANGER. 
Say where is thy home 
Thou tenant of air— 
And where hast thou left 
Thy unfledged care ? 
4 Birp. 
Afar on the rough crag, 
My carie iz hung, 
The foam of the billow 
Around it is flung. 
A place where the storm spirit 
ves to repair, 
And wake the rough music 
Of ocean and air. 
A place where the wonders 
may be seen, 
In horrible blackness 
Or beautiful sheen. 
Oh there is my young brood, 
And thither I go— 
Detain me not, stranger,— 
My story you know. 
STRANGER. 
Hie thee then, rover, 
On white wing away, 
Stoop not to dip. thee, 
In silvery spray. 
On like the lightning, 
No rest to thee take, 


had 











speed of his foot in rupning, and the agility of his 


Kilpin remarked that in catechising some children 
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And God give thee 
For thy ttle sical. 


Bird of the Ocean, ‘ 








Pe —-s, 
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